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Hil 'm Menelaus
Brother King to Agamemnon

Hi! I'm Agamemnon,

=252 King of the Greeks and Don’t You
Forget It!

Hil Im Achiiles
E Handsome Greek

PLEASE DON'T ASK ME
ABOUT HELEN.

Hil Fm Paris
A Cowardly Trojan Prince

that {.aunched a
Thousand Ships,
 hatched froritan egg

e

kidnapped
to boot. This does not sit well with Helen’s
husband, Menelaus. Led by
Agamemnon, Menelaus’s
big brother, the Greeks 2
set out to get :
Helen back.
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WHY DID PARIS DO SOMETHING THIS STUPID?

B o,
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Oh well. 'm off to Greece }
to kidnap Helen, and
bring her back to Troy!

long time ago,
' Paris, prince of Troy, fell in

3___57’-"«-g love with Helen, the most

P 74 beautiful woman in the world.

As it happened, both Paris and *

Helen were already married to

Pick me, and U'll give
you Helen, the mast _ S
beautiful woman _ t all started with a drusiken squabble
in the world! _- , at a wedding. Paris was asked to judge
- V fo4ar which of three goddesses was the s
fairest of them all. Ali three tried to bribe
him, and Helen was one of the bribes.

Calied the Judgment of Paris, this event
should really be called the Lack of

Judgment of Paris.
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Both ruses failed and after many misadventures, the Greeks

ey, F'm a nut set out to destroy Troy.

_ case! See me

! ruining my fields
; # { by sowing them
' with salt!

Il the Greeks knew that

to win, they needed

Odysseus (Greece’s
smartest warrior) and Achilles
(Greece’s most muscular
12y warrior). This turned out to
A be tricky, because neither
wanted to fight and then
die. Odysseus pretended
to be insane and Achilles §
dressed fike a girl.

But first, let’s ransack Troy's neighbors and
take all their stuff and ensfave their women!

Agamemnon was forced to give back
his captive, so he took Achilles’s.

Oh ANE. But only if | get to
keep Achilles’s woman.

WHAT?! That’s it. | quit.
And [ hope those Trojans
whup your butt.

Please Zeus, let the
Trojans kick our ...

e stopped sulking and
started killing Trojan
soldiers left and right—
including his arch enemy, Hector.

chilles’s friénd Patrdclué
. had an idea,

atroclus was
supposed to just
prance up and down,
looking impressive,
but, alas, he entered
the frey—and was
killed by Hector.

Il wear your armer
and make them
shake in their boots.

Looks like | found
his Achilles heel!

ne after another, Greek and
Trojan heroes bit the dust. Paris
shot Achilles in the ankle—Mega
Ouch—Hhis only vulnerable spot.




dysseus found out that to win the war against Troy, the Greeks
would have to use the magic Bow of Hercules (Hercules: God of ' vy Hey, man. Sorry about this whole
Winning). But this was a bit tricky, because the guy who had it— ¥ istand zhir.ig. 1¢'s just that—samart
sPhiloctetes (rhymes with Not-NICE-to-tease}—had bgen left by his fellow That's one super-nifty-looking bow
Greek soldiers to rot to death on a deserted island. Somehow, the Greeks and arrow you've got there!
A were able to convince Philoctetes to join them.
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You brought me flowers?
Really???

ety gy

efore long, Philoctetes used the
bow to shoot a poison arrow
: into Paris, who fell dead. :

They've gone home!
Those horrible Greeks!
They've left me behind!
Oh yeah, they said this
horse is a going-away

of view—except for
i

‘one, who was a
:good actor.

Hey. Let’s build a humongous
wooden horse, hide a bunch of
our guys in its belly, and tell the
Trojans it's a nice present ...

night’s rest, and talk abou
8\, this in the momning.

enelaus found Helen and left with her for Greece
(but nobody remembers that part).

Yeah. |
do, too!

‘bt they forgot
gods. Not
surprisingly, all of them had a hard time getting= :
home. The trip took Odysseus 10 years—whichisa~ "
whole 'nother story. :

Ah, nuts! Did | forget
the sacrifice?
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*Plececeanaassssse don't write us about all the errors in this mini-myth. There are so many versions of this story you can't really get it wrong.




